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man, least of all to any friend of the family, but "a says "a must
speak in private to Mr. Robinson."
"In . . . private ... so I said," repeated the drunken dere-
lict, staggering to an erect position but keeping his hand on
Solly Lew's shoulder. uln . . . private it must be. lookee! And
old Finn do know what's in's mind to say to 'un. though "a have
had a tidy drop in out-house . . . but old Finn do know . . .
old Finn do know!"
The lamplight by which the landlady of St. Michael's now
watched with an indignant eye this invasion of her premises
hung over the back door of the inn. It swayed to and fro in
the wind, and through the open door, behind the two lurching
men. Red Robinson could catch a glimpse of faintly gleaming
cobblestones and dimly illuminated woodpiles and empty beer-
bottles. A large rain-filled water-butt showed too in that gusty
door frame, while along with the howling wind there came a
strong odour of rank straw and sour human urine.
"Yer ain't fit to talk to the Missus nor to her friends!" re-
iterated Solly, "Yer ain't fit for naught but workus, and to
workus ye'll come, yer old rum-drinker, yer old deck-swabbler!"
"Stand straight and answer me at once, Finn Toller," ex-
claimed the angry landlady. "What were you doing in our yard?
Come, come, now. No nonsense! I say, what were you doing
there, Finn Toller? Speak up! Can't you understand plain
English?" -
"I dunno what to say to 'ee, Missus," muttered the helpless
ruffian, "but I do know well in me mind that 'tis Mr. Robinson
here what I've 'a come for to see ... for ... to see ... for
... to ..." At this point, so potent was the Bristol rum to
which Solly Lew had been rashly treating this fish from the
bottom of the Glastonbury Pond, that, disregarding the land-
lady's indignation the wretch actually began murmuring a lewd
catch that had been formerly popular in Bove Town and Beckery.
" 'I've a whisper for you, in your mare's-tail-ear*;
Pillicock crowed to Kate,
'I've a whisper for you, me Coney dear,
Your man be away over Hornblotton Mere
And I be at your gate.*"